HELEN

' You will see, ma'am, the child will be born in good time,
and alive. You who have always been so much afraid for
Lady Cecilia, will find she has not feeling enough .to do her
any harm.'

In due time came a note from the General. c A boy ! child
and mother doing well. Give me joy.'

The joy to Miss Clarendon was much increased by the
triumph in her own perfectly right opinion. Mrs. Pennant's
was pure affectionate joy for the father, and for Lady Cecilia,
for whom, all sinner as she was in her niece's eyes, this good
soul had compassion. Helen's anxiety to hear again and
again every post was very natural the aunt thought; quite
superfluous the niece deemed it: Lady Cecilia would do very
well, no doubt, she prophesied again, and laughed at the
tremor, the eagerness, with which Helen every day asked if
there was any letter from Cecilia. At last one came, the first
in her own handwriting, and it was to Helen herself, and
it extinguished all hope. Helen could only articulate, ' O
Cecilia!'

Her emotion, her disappointment, were visible, but un-
accountable : she could give no reason for it to Miss Clarendon,
whose wondering eye was upon her ; nor even to sympathising
aunt Pennant could she breathe a word without betraying
Cecilia ; she was silent, and there was all that day, and many
succeeding days, a hopelessness of languor in her whole
appearance. There was, as Miss Clarendon termed it, a
' backsliding in her recovery,7 which grieved aunt Pennant,
and Helen had to bear imputation of caprice and of indolence
from Miss Clarendon ; but even that eye immediately upon
her, that eye more severe than ever, had not power to rouse
lier. Her soul was sunk within, nothing further to hope;
there was a dead calm, and the stillness and loneliness of
Llansillen made that calm almost awful. The life of great
excitation which she had led previous to her illness rendered
her more sensible of the change, of the total want of stimulus.
The walks to Price's cottage had been repeated, but, though
it was a very bright spot, the eye could not always be fixed
upon it.

Bodily exertion being more easy to her now than mental,
she took lopg walks, and came in boasting how far she had
been, and looking quite exhausted. And Miss Clarendon
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